
editorialOur Summer Book Number.
lHE Summer Book Number of Books and the

Book World. aDnearinir next Sunday. June
16, will contain replies of American publishers to

v tlie question: "What sort of books are you most
eager to publish?"

This is only another way of asking : "What sort
of books do you believe American readers most
want at this timet" For in general publishers seek
to give the public what the public wants, not what '

they think it ought to have. Their chief problem,
since it takes some time to bring out a book, is to
forecast with accuracy what the public will want
six mouths ahead. ; :

We think the publishers' answers will,, interest
our.readers. Regard them simply as guesses, more
pr less shrewd, if you like; they arc interesting;
cvcn so. Consider them as reflecting certain poli-
cies and traditions of various firms, and you will

, find a number of the replies distinctly enlightening:
Next week, when we print the answers, we hope
to discuss them in this place; we'wtfn't say "eluci-
date" them lest some one have his intellect hope-

lessly clouded by what we may say. We have no
undying confidence in our ability 16 make any-- .,

thing clearer than we found it.
All authors arc cautioned not to read the pub-

lishers' announcements of what they want (or think
readers will want). An author who would listen to
a publisher's suggestion would abdicate his role as
an Artist and impair his function as a Creative
Interpreter or is it Interpretative Creator ?

You Are Asked to Meet
And and! as Julius Habburger used to ex-

claim when making an important political address.
The Summer Book Number will contain .1 Sight

With Gahicorthy in Chicago, the first of a series of
personal glimpses of contemporary English, Irish
and French writers by Barrett H. Clark. The ar-

ticles of this series' will appear, at the rate of one
every week or two through the summer. The sec-

ond of these personal glimpses will be of Joseph
Coxrad, who reveals himself through the medium
of a long letter dealing with the purpose of his most
effective novel.
- An article by Dorothy Scarborough on the new
styles in love stories will appear in next week's
number of Books and the Book World. There will
not be an interminable list of Books Suitable for
Summer Reading but thej'ejwm be lots and lots
about entertaining new books.

"Ardours and Endurances."
is to be a piece about a book of poems

THIS poetry but couched in simple prose; so

read on.
On May 12 there was printed in Books and the

Book World, on the page devoted to verse, part of
a poem called The Assault, by Lieut. Robert
Nichols, Royal Field Artillecy,.British Army. The
poem in its entirely may be found in several places;
but it will perhaps be better, if you wish to read it
all. to look for it in its first setting, a book of
Ni. ':ols's poems called Ardours and Endurances,
pucil&hed by the Frederick A. Stokes Company.

Their it falls naturally into place, as one of eleven

poeuc grouped under the heading Battle.
Ardours and Endurances is not fresh inked from

the presses. The jacket of the copy we are glancing
at carries the enthusiastic words of American re-

viewers (meaning those who take new books and
pronounce sentence upon them, so that the author. .i i r i i : .1. i m.u
irequentiy nnas nimseu coiiueiimeu wiiiium jjuuuu
trial, the public not having had a chance to see his
book). In the case of Nichols these authorities
had only "niec things" to say.

were too careless to be honest. Why not
have stated that Ardours and Endurances is largely
poetry which n?st readers will think full of faults,
of unscanning lines, of missing rhymes t Why not
nave said that a third of the Volume consists of a
long poem which none but those who can appreciate
Milton's Comtts are likely to enjoy T

Why not be straight forward? Perhaps people
ought to get pleasure out of A.Faun's Holiday, the
masque which makes the middle of the book. But
most of them won't.

It requires a natural love of. beauty cultivated
to a considerable degree to read and enjoy such
verse as this. Generally a bit of the old "classical"
education is requisite; unless you have been suff-

iciently steeped in the past to comprehend and revel
in the pagan love of beauty, such stuff as A Faun's
Holiday is lost ou you. You had much belter go
and take pleasure in the color and motion of the
ballet made from Debussy's -- 1 Faun's Afternoon.

Are You a Panisk?
Prople who are uncertain as to just who Pan is,

who can't place Silenus without consulting some
compendium of classical terms, who never heard of
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Assaracus, must either prepare themselves for a
sustained intellectual effort or leave A Faun's Holi-

day alone. They will, at best, be able to delight in
nothing but the music of the words. They will like,
of course, such lyrical lines as these : -

"If this be sleep, I do not deep.
I hear the little woodnotc weep
Of a shy, darkling bird which cries
In a sweet-flute- d, sharp surprise

' At glimpse of me, the faun-beas- t, sleeping
Nigh under her."

Any one can get pleasure out of that. But it re-- :
quires knowledge not yet common property to un-
derstand, let alone enjoy, these lines, a little fur--

ther along:
"Dionysos in headlong mood
Ranged through the labyrinthine wood ;

Fleet maids sped, yelping, on with him,
Brandishing a torn heifer's limb,
Dissonant cymbals, or black bowl
Of wine and blood ; a wolfish howl
Fled ululant with them. . . .""

" Yet .this passage, so mystifying to many, is in no-

wise inferior to the lines about the startled bird;
the pictorial quality is as sharp, the musical charac-
ter as strong, the significance mueh greater.

'. But all these merits arc obscured completely if
the reader is unacquainted with the Greek god and
his rites. Mostly he is, and there is only one man
living who can help him. Let him Jirst read Gil-

bert Murray's writings and particularly ,his verr
sions of Euripides. After he has read understand-- ,
ingly and with some appreciation Murray '& trans-
lation of the Bacchac Nichols's lines will yield him

their full content of beauty.

Why So Perturbed?
Why fuss so much about a single poem in a book

of poems T

Because A Faun's Holiday is the finest thing in
the book; anTwe say that with a full recognition
of the excellence of Nichols's war poems, notably
The Assault.

Because his book of verse was offered to no end
of American publishers and was by them rejected,
the rejection in most cases being due to the presence
of this poetic masque, Milton would have hard
work to get-C(jiiu-s published nowadays and rightly
so ; why should a publisher put out a book which he
knows won't sell enough copies to meet the costs of
publication? There are reasons why he should at
some times. But he must ' ' know when. ' '

A Faun's Holiday is of further importance be-

cause the faun is a symbol for the poet himself as
shown by the concluding words:

"I wander on, I fade in mist,

0 peopled World, and do-- t thou list ?

Pipe on, difficult pipes of mine ;

There is something in me divine,
And it.must put. For this was I
Born, and I know I cannot die

Until, perfected pipe, thou send
My utmost: God, which is

THE END."

And these lines uttered by the centaur explain
the title of the book and of that part of it composed

of war verse :

"Sing as a man, stride as a horse.
Then stride I? Swift I overcome

The fleetest. Sing I ? All are dumb.
Nathelcss my heart demands in grief
Ardour, endurance and relief;
Asks, but receives not."

War Poems.

The war poems in Ardours ciiid Endurances must
be read keeping in mind two excerpts from Mark
Liddell which preface the book. Away wilh iams
and trochees and the rules of meter, away with
rhyrcs too where these cumber the expression of a
thought or idea. The burden is laid upon the poet
of achieving and upon the reader of finding rhythm
of ideas whatever that is where rhythm" of sound
is absent.

And yet with the exception of The Assault, which
:is pure imagism, pure picture, Nichols gets his
best effects where he has, rhymes and where he
sticks pretty faithfully to meter. At the Wars is
an example.

But the poem that will please most readers best
is Comrades: An Episode, which tells the story of
an officer shot down in No Man's Land on patrol.
His men do not sec him fall. He lies there the rest
of the night and through the next day, finally
crawling back to the front line trench only to find
himself unable to get over the parapet. A lookout
espies him and a corporal and another leap out to
rescue him. They compass it, but are both shot.
The dying officer asks: "Who's hit?"-an- when
told murmurs: "I see it was alone I should have

died. . . . Lift me. . . . O my men, my
men!"

As for The Assault it will probably never be
equalled in kind. This relentless portrayal of the
sensations of an officer leading his men over the top
and into hand to hand fighting is a perfect piece of.
work.

Here any ordered meter or scheme of rhyme
that the

lines 'should reproduce the breathlessness, the an-

guish', the disorder, the exultation of those life and
death moments and they do.

"Brother Lead and Sister Steel."
We have seen only 'one other poem comparable

with The Assault and that is Siegfried Sassoon's
The Kiss, in which the frenzy is cold but intensely
lyrical:

, "To these I turn, in these I trnt:
Brother Lead and Sister Steel.

'
To his blind power I make appeal ;

- I guard her beauty clean from rust.
ii -

"He spins and burns and loves the air,
" And splits a skull to win my praise ;

.But up the nobly marching days

, She glitters naked, cold and fair.

" ' soldier this :Sweet Sister, grant your
That in good fury he may feel
The body where he sets his heel

Quail from your downward darting kiss!"- -

The difference between this and The Assault h
that The Kiss is terribly ironical, saying in effect:
"This job of killing has to be performed; do yon,

Lyad and Steel, help mc to the 'good fury' neces-

sary to perform it well!" Whereas The As fault
is a reproduction of the job itself.

The third part of Ardours and Endurances con-

sists of Poems and Phantasies, of which it must be

said that some of the poems will be enjoyed by
every reader, while others will make their appeal

only to a qualified few. However, the lines on The

Water Lily are of a sort that gives widespread

pleasure :

" The t.iiy noaiea wnnc anu n-u-,

Pouring its scent up to the sun ;

The rapt sun floating overhead
Watched no snoh other one.

'
"None marked it as it spread abroad

(

And beautifully learned to cease :
(

.. ;

But Beauty Is its own reward. . :

Being a form of Peace."

The eye is caught by the date of composition

affixed to this as to most of the poems in the book.

It is 1913.

Mary Webb's Other Novel.

jy EADERS of Gone to Earth who turn to
K. Mary Webb's other novel which E. P. Dut-to- n

& Company brought out some time ago will pos-

sibly feci disappointed. It is always a mistake to
feel disappointed. As a matter' of fact, the right
sensation for the reader of The Golden Arrow who

has previously read Gone to Earth and of course
you want to feel the right sensation just as you
want to wear the right clothes and say1 the right
things the right sensation is a feeling of instruct-ednes- 8,

of enlightenment;
So this, you should be saying to yourself, is the

measure of her achievement in Gone to Earth!
The trouble with The Golden Arrow is that be-

fore you are half way through you know that
. ; : ,i . i.: :r--
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and, after a suitable interval, return to her. You
know just how she will take the blow and just how
she will forgive him when he comes back. It's like

a play that cpllapses at the end of the second act.
Not only does The Golden Arrow lack every ele-

ment of suspense from the middle on ; it also pre-

sents the traditional, tiresome, sentimental view of
men and women in their principal relation with
each other marriage. The further it proceeds the
more sentimental it grows. If it had only been
written backward it would have been a great book.

In Gone to Earth there arcNscarecly any explana-
tions at all. Things just happen. Well, not just
happen ; for from the first few pages the sense of
something tragic and terrible and supremely pitiful
impending fills your heart and brain.

And the 6tory is told with such art that tho
reader docs not realize until afterward with what
absolute genius Miss Webb has told it. Among the
first few words uttered in the book arc those of
Hawm. Woodus's to the little fox, her pet: "If
you'm alost, I'm alost." Now for those sharp
enough to perceive it this is a perfect compression
of everything that is to come. Literally and figura-
tively it tells the whole story.


